
REVIEWS 
THE LITTLE WINGS: POEMS AND ESSAYS. By Vivienne 

Dayrell. With an Introduction by G. K. Chesterton. 
(Blackwell. 5s.) 

On first hearing of this book I was almost tempted to 
exclaim impatiently “ yet another ‘ infant prodigy ’ ! ” 
Before I had finished the first page I was a penitent, a con- 
vert, I might almost say a devotee. Here indeed was “ that 
rarest joy, a faery-tale come true.” Here the essential 
poetry of childhood had found a gifted poet child to voice 
it, endowed not only with the accomplishment of verse, but 
furthermore with a graceful queenship over the treasuries 
of style, rhythm and diction that was truly astonishing. 
Here for once the ripe judgment, the practised art of 
maturity had wedded the freshness of ardent childhood’s 
fancy. Moreover, Miss Dayrell’s verse is not imitative, it 
is conspicuously free from mere echoes. Better still, it  is 
perfectly free from all affectation, and moves with an assured 
mastery, an easy grace, that are amazing in one so young. 
High praise, but no higher than the work deserves. The 
choice, the music and the range of )er vocabulary are 
exceptional, and classical ; the command of metre is scarcely 
less striking ; the rhythm is always excellent, often splendid, 
and sometimes sublime, as in the last poem of all. 

Beyond all question here is a rarely gifted soul, and since 
Spirits are not finely touched 
But to great issues, 

the reader is filled with wondering hope of what the years 
may bring. Gifts so exalted are a most sacred trust, and 
for that very reason beset with many perils. It is this 
which brings us to the one thing as yet lacking. The 
thoughts are beautiful, like their vesture, often very beau- 
tiful, often too deep for tears, but they are also, inevitably, 
somewhat random and contingent, since there is not unity 
of mental and spiritual vision. There is wanting not so 
much “ a criticism of life ” (Matthew Arnold’s very dubious 
definition of poetry) as a fundamental conviction, a want 
which is pathetically voiced in the wistful “ Letter . . . to 
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Faith.” The authoress has not yet reached “ the land of 
Luthany,” though one may eagerly hope she is indeed 
“ bound therefor.” She has read, and read fruitfully, Mrs. 
Meynell. Has she studied that great writer’s To Any Poet ? 
She has read, and quotes aptly, Francis Thompson: has 
she made her own The Mistress of Vision .J These two are 
not only consummate poems, but guides unto the mount 
of vision, and they who gain it will never dream that 
“ everything worth remembering happens before one is 
twelve.” Rather do they testify, with Rabbi ben Ezra, 

The best is yet to be, 
The last of life for which the first was made. 

Unless and until it is realized that Art is not the ruler 
but the subject, not the equal, much less the supplanter, 
but the handmaid of religion, poets tend with fatal ease 
towards that vague Pantheism of which the courageous and 
pathetic T o  the Unknown and I n  the Bunnies’ Wood are 
a token. And here the present writer, who may truly say 
da esilio . . . veni ad questa pace, will make bold to suggest 
a gentle warning. Does not Miss Dayrell run the risk of 
tarnishing the freshness of her rich imagination by a too 
miscellaneous reading, in some cases of writers who are 
often at variance even with the light of Nature? The 
danger of unconsciously abandoning 

The light that never was, on sea or land, 
The consecration and the poet’s dream, 

to follow aEien will-o’-the-wisps of self-constituted prophets 
and philosophers ? Poetry and childhood are holy ground, 
open, like the heart of St. Francis, to all God’s glorious 
creation, but also fast shut against the world, that world, I 
mean, at whose malice our poetess glances in the Letter 
. . . to Faith.” It were well if certain successful writers came 
to “ The Little Wings ” for inspiration, and not the contrary. 

The few prose pieces, excellent as they are, do not quite 
reach the high level of the poems. Yet The Rider, The 
Symbol and Humpstead Heath have great power and promise, 
while The W a y  of Duty seems to me a finished masterpiece, 
outstandingly the best of these essays. 

The first little song, April, written a t  the age of ten, 
is already a thing of loveliness and high promise, beginning 
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You’re singing softly, sweet and low, 

Bringing daffodils-do not go 

Don’t come yet, Summer ; with strong-scented flowers, 
Stay breezy days, and April showers : 
For me-out on the Downs are happier hours, 

Cool Spring Wind, 

Little Spring Wind. 

With April and the cool Spring Wind. 
I n  The Moon, written at fourteen, there is, to  my mind, 

majestic movement and even a touch of Beethoven : 
Ride on, pale galleon, through the storm-tossed clouds, 
Unpiloted, torn sail and swaying mast, 
Until thou anchorest in dawn’s port at last 
With all thy perils past. 

The Water Lilies is a gem of exquisite imagination : 
Or like a Chalice silver-white 
Grail of the night- 

As I went down from Amberley 
I heard the wind sing o’er the land, 

Late Summer, early Autumn went 
Together dancing hand in hand 

Along the curves and loops of road. 
The Little Rainbow is an exquisitely beautiful symbol of 

the soul’s growth through the mystery of pain, a foreglimpse 
-dare we hope ?-of that city set upon a hill whitherward 
true art  must needs make pilgrimage, seeing that it is one 
with the mount of vision. 

Ah-happiness, that I, through pain, 
Should these most radiant colours gain ! 

Haunting music and ardent imagination are wedded in 
Treasure Trove, The Wax Flowers, The Tall Lilies and 
Reven and Erewhon. The latter is especially remarkable for 
repetitions employed with supreme artistry to  cast a long 
lingering look upon some cherished thought or image. 

Their long, dim hair, gold circleted ; 
Their flame-like feet and gentle faces, 
These things have called and haunted me 
Through many years-in many places. 

Those wistful eyes, those gentle faces ! 
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Consummate achievements of pure imagination are The 

Little Attic of Dreams and The Magic Wall-paper, which 
would have delighted Stevenson. Powerful, but perilous in 
tendency, is To the Unknown, somewhat sadly suggestive of 
Goethe’s childhood. Beautiful and original Nature pictures 
abound, as in Stratford : 

The spots of sunlight quivering 
On water golden-tan and bright. 

Or again in The Daisies : 
Before the soldier reeds unbind 
Their swords to tilt against the wind. 

On Seeing Martin Harvey as “ Hamlet ” is both happy in 

Life, thou art petty in these hurried days 1 . . . I shall remember, Soul, until the last 
How in a glow of colour and the blaze 
Of passion . . . Hamlet passed. 

thought and superb in phrase and rhythm : 

This has the unmistakable, “ inevitable ’I mark of a true 
masterpiece, a classic. 

In lighter vein, lit with that true humour which reappears 
in the prose-idyll called The Symbol, are A Big Four and 
Fever Fairies. Turner once painted the romance of The 
Western Train, and Miss Dayrell has supplied the words 
that catch and render the very rush and drive of the train 
itself, while ending on a note suggestive of “ Fiona MacLeod.” 

Westward-westward, the black train flies 
Swinging round the lovely curve and climbing up the hill. 
The racing wheels its flying feet, the furnace-glow its eyes, 
“ Westward-westward ” is its thundering chanty still. 
. . , And ah, my heart sings “ Westward,” and swifter my 

I’ll meet my Fate in Devon-my land of heart’s desires ! 
Nor must At  the Cenotaph pass unpraised, one of the few 

Christian utterances prompted by that ugly monumental 
negation. 

But I am sure that somewhere Lancelot 
Walks royally in this London grey and sad, 
And underneath a city clerk’s cheap coat 
There beats the sinless heart of Galahad. 
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What, then, shaJl our last word b e ?  Truth is one, and 

God is Truth. Unity informs, underlies and explains all 
created things. “ To see life steadily and see it whole ” is 
not enough; we must see it from the one true point of 
view, sub specie adernitatis, from God’s own point of view. 
SNstained art cannot be born of scattered glances. There 
must be a standpoint of conviction dearer than life, a 
philosophy, a creed. “ At the cost of everything counted 
most dear I would hold Faith. She is called hard names by 
the world,” but it is the world that is blind. 

There dwells most perfect peace and comradeship, . . . Eternal calm and friendship never-dying 
And Time is not-nor bitterness nor tears. 
There is no Time, nor bitterness, nor tears. 

Finally one cannot doubt that, splendid as they are, to 
borrow Eric Shepherd’s words, 

So are these songs but harbingers of higher, 
If Love fulfd the promise of the Spring. 

This, too, will be the ardent hope, and prayer, of all her 
readers. 

H. E. G. ROPE. 

A STRING OF SAPPHIRES, BEING MYSTERIES OF THE LIFE 
AND DEATH OF OUR BLESSED LORD. By Helen Parry 
Eden. (Burns, Oates & Washbourne, Ltd. 10s.) 

One of the greatest literary ventures of our own time in 
the English tongue is the recently completed translation of 
St. Thomas’s S u m m a  Theo1ogica.l The scant notice it has 
received from the reviewers indicates a certain lack of 
insight and perhaps reflects pathetically on the prevailing 
journalistic methods which allow commercial considerations 
to decide a book’s value and importance. Prominence is 
sometimes given in the “ Review column ” only to those 
books that appear prominently among the publishers’ 
advertisements. Even Catholic journals have almost 
entirely ignored this unique translation, at once literal and 
literary, of one of the world’s really great books. In passing 
we may note the enormous prominence Catholic writers and 

1 Bums, Oates & Washbourne, Ltd. 
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reviewers have given to such a book as H. G. Wells’s Outlines 
of History. It is an eloquent example of our topsy turvey 
way of concentrating too eagerly on the destructive method 
to the neglect of the constructive. 

But a really big book will win its way without the need of 
booming or “ boosting.” Truth bears its own impress and, 
by force of its own greatness, will prevail, unaided by 
advertisements and publicity. Fortunately outside the 
narrow circle of reviewers, who write about books they do 
not read and who too readily become the henchmen of the 
business editor, there are others who have the seeing eye for 
real greatness. Helen Parry Eden’s String of Sapphires, 
a book, intended for the young, setting forth in rhyme the 
life and death of Christ, is a hopeful sign of the awakening 
of an intelligent interest in the writings of the Angelic 
Doctor. ‘ I  Two works of St. Thomas Aquinas, the Summa 
Theologica and the Catena Aurea, have been the base of all 
my glosses and grace-notes,” says the author. ‘ I  The 
Summa (the greatest of all expositions of Catholic theology 
and philosophy) was avowedly written for beginners ; and 
the first text quoted in it is that classic passage of Corinthians 
about the milk and meat ” (141). 

‘ I  Only in the Catholic Church,” says Mrs. Parry Eden, 
‘ I  are the milk and meat to be found in all their purity and 
strength : the rest of the world has to put up with mockeries 
and makeshifts. Yet even among Catholics, how many 
grown men and women are living on spiritual slops ; and 
how many children are bolting underdone or overdone beef 
and mutton ! ” The author has given us a book that is at 
once milk for babes and strong meat for grown men. 

“ Rhyme is used for the sake of memory . . . for 
children are trained mainly through memory, men mainly 
through understanding. . . . Rhyme, rhythm, alliteration 
-all the stock-in-trade of the ballad-singer-are meant to 
awake new wonder over a twice-told tale. They are not, 
as some think nowadays, the camp-followers of inspiration. 
They are its reinforcements: they are merely aids to  
memory . . . and he who aids a child’s memory of divine 
things fortifies an outpost of the City of God” (vii and viii). 

Mrs. Parry Eden has done much of this noble work of 
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fortifying the outposts of God’s City by presenting to  
children in its most acceptable form the sublimest philosophy 
of life, a n  intimate knowledge of Jesus Christ. What child 
would not put aside his Fairy Tales to read :- 

And God was born in a stable- 
The King in an ox’s stall ; 
But His mother stood as a lily stands 
Blossoming, and her blissful hands 
Bound up her Son in swaddling-bands 
Who came to fre,e us all. 

She laid Him where the beasts fed 
Who is our soul’s Food, 
And God was in a manger, 
But His creatures understood, 
And the ox and the ass paid homage, 
As Isaias said they would. (p. 14.) 

We cannot resist quoting the following excellent transla- 
tion of St. Augustine’s Psalmus contra Partem Danati :- 

You who care for Christian concord, lend an even ear to this- 
What dissensions rend the brethren when so many do amiss ! 
So our Blessed Lord forewarned us, in the parable He set, 
Likening the Heavenly Kingdom to an out-cast fishing net, 
In whose mesh all make of fish from all parts of the sea disport 

Till the haul is in the harbour ; then the trouble is to sort them, 
Pack the wholesome fish in hampers, toss the worthless to the tide. 
Whoso understands the Gospel trembles at the doom implied, 
For he knows the net the Church is ; and the world that weltering 

And the motley tribe of fishes, sons of Adam, bad and good ; 
And the landing-stage is Doomsday, where our common lots 

Those who smash the net asunder, just to wallow in the surge, 
These will never reach the hampers (standing here for heavenly 

You who care for Christian concord, lend an even ear to this. 

them, 

flood ; 

diverge. 

bliss)- 

(P. 156.1 

It is an excellent book-a book for everyone, for children 
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first, and then for those others who, though not necessarily 
in their second childhood, are yet “children of a larger 
growth.” 

B. D. 

SOME ERRORS OF H. G. WELLS : A CATHOLIC’S CRITICISM 
OF THE “ OUTLINE OF HISTORY.’‘ By Richard Downey, 
D.D. (Burns, Oates & Washbourne, Ltd. IS net.) 

A revised reprint of three articles from the Month. Too 
much good matter in periodical literature never reaches 
the wider public it deserves and it is quite the right thing 
to give this criticism the responsibility of book form. 
Dr. Downey has subjected Mr. Wells’ remarkable perform- 
ance to a very careful examination, and, as we suspected, 
finds the popular novelist at  fault as an historian. In the 
matter of Mr. Wells’ “ scientific ” pronouncements, in 
especial, Dr. Downey comes out strong, correcting the 
somewhat antiquated theories, wild assumptions, and 
picturesque fancies of the writer of brilliant fiction with the 
sober statements of accredited men of science. A useful and 
timely criticism. Mr. Wells enjoys an immense popularity 
at the present moment, and many of his devoted followers 
are prepared to swallow any amount of fantastic and 
ingenious nonsense signed “ H.G.W.” But that is no 
reason why common-sense Catholics should refrain from 
pointing out mistakes. 

J. C. 

THE BLESSED SACRAMENT GUILD BOOK. For the use of the 
Archconfraternity and Guild of the Blessed Sacrament. 
With Preface by His Eminence Francis Cardinal 
Bourne, Archbishop of Westminster. (Burns, Oates 
& Washbourne, Ltd. 2s. net.) 
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